determined, despite stubborn impediments, "to go forward In the
true American way." Ths nostalgia of this folk Is twofold. Pampa
itself; distance,, remoteness, dissolution made immediate and
atmospheric, is nostalgia. But the result in the folk is a poignant
world-awareness, which takes the form of loss and search. The sea-
remoteness from Europe, cultural fatherland, and from the United
States, continental leader, doubles the nostalgia of mood and
pampa.
The editorial closes (and I quote it as typical of hundreds):
"Amigos de Bahia Blanca; esta con nosotros el hermano mayor en e!
vinculo de la tierra continental."
That afternoon I go to the radio station and talk to the vast,
thinly peopled Patagonian world that begins south of Bahia Blanca.
A world I have never seen; a world that has been shamefully
neglected by every Argentine government since the independence.
As I speak to this huge emptiness, half a million square miles with
less than half a million men and women, I try to picture the listening
lone rancher and his wife, the sheepman of Tierra del Fuego. I try
to give them words that will warm them.
I know the land north and west better. Years ago, when I needed
a month of solitude to finish a book, my friend Enrique Mallea,
the brother of Eduardo and a judge in Bahia Blanca, found me a
ranch in the Sierra de la Ventana. Here, in the long, flat valleys
from which the bare mountains rise like walls, is grown some of the
best wheat of the world. I lived alone on the ranch, with a couple of
gauchoSj twenty horses, and twenty dogs. The dogs used to wake me,
nights., when they caught the scent of a hare or a fox and howled
into full chase. The horses were for me to choose from, afternoons,
when I was ready for my ride. Sometimes 1 climbed the Sierra and
looked west into the distant Goblemo de la Pampa, where the
pampa Is bleak. Sometimes I dropped in on neighbours, the nearest
five miles down the valley; all equally hospitable. I remember a
German, a Frenchman, a Russian Jew among them, who gave me
delicious things to eat and drink, typical of their fatherlands. And
sometimes., from the Sierra top, I looked south toward Patagonia,
toward Tierra del Fuego, a thousand miles away. I longed to see,
that land... .
Then the lecture. The hall packed, many standing. A religious
silence, no Interruptions for applause. A deep, tacit devotion to an
American dream which this folk feels I stand for.
The night train back to Buenos Aires. . . .
NORTH TOUR
Rosario, vital and crude, tough jand tender: the true city of
Argentina, It lies on the Parana, about one hundred and fifty miles